So much myself as to know with what hand,
How scant or liberal this my life's race is spanned.

To my six lusters, almost now our-wore,

Except thy book owe me so many more;

Except my legend be free from the lets

Of steep ambition, sleepy poverty.

Spirit-quenching sickness, dull captivity,

Distracting business, and from beautie's nets,

And all that calls from this and t'others whets;

01 let me not launch out, but let me save

Th' expense of brain and spirit, that my grave

His right and due, a whole unwasted man, may have.

But if my days be long and good enough,

In vain this sea shall enlarge or enrough

Itself; for I will through the wave and foam,

And hold, in sad lone ways, a lively sprite,

Make my dark heavy Poem light, and light:

For though through many straights and lands I roam,

I launch at Paradise, and sail t*wards home:

The course I there began shall here be stay*d;

Sails hoisted there struck here, and anchors laid

In Thames,

which were at Tygris and Euphrates weighed.